AFTER   EVEREST
formed a superb frame for the peaks of the Pancha Chule
range, one of the most perfect mountain views I have ever
tried to paint. On the next day, we moved our camp along
the glacier to a height of 17,000 feet, and for some reason or
other I distinguished myself that day by getting a chill with
fever and what I thought was mountain sickness of a sort.
I went to bed as soon as the tents were pitched, and felt so
completely well in the morning that I got up early and
fetched a basin of water from a water-hole in the glacier
some distance away. I boiled this in a saucepan, and gave
it to the Gurkhas for their tea whilst I toiled down once more
to the glacier to fetch some more water, and boiled it for
the Sahibs' tea. We had just finished drinking this when
the Gurkhas came along and asked for some water for their
tea. I told them that I had already given them some ; but
rather apologetically they explained that, as I had cooked
the water, it was thereby defiled owing to the rules of caste,
so they had had to pour it away. A test of patience—I
forget whether I stood it or not. Probably not.
Anyway, we started off as soon as everyone's hunger was
satisfied, and went up a steep ice-fall which led us on to the
upper level snow-field. At one point we had to cross a very
rickety-looking ice-bridge, and got the rope into an awful
tangle. I remember to my shame that I lost my temper
with the rest of the party. I hope they will forgive me;
there was some excuse, for I, having crossed the ice-bridge
first, had to wait for the others in a place where stones were
constantly falling from the steep crags above, and where it
was obviously desirable to hurry. After twenty minutes of
bombardment by these stones, in which we all shared when
the bridge had been crossed, we traversed along the right
bank of the glacier for half an hour, occasionally dodging
further sniping by the mountain sprites, but coming through
it unharmed. Alas ! we found the upper ice-field deep in
soft snow. It was quite evident that we could not reach
the water-shed and look down into the Nanda Devi basin.
After a short trial trip into this awful stuff, we gave it up,
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